TIMOTHY DONNELLY THE RUMORED EXISTENCE OF OTHER PEOPLE I dreamt my household consisted largely of objects manufactured by people I would never meet or know and some of these objects dangled down from the ceiling while others towered dizzily upwards from the floor.
If most of them stayed where I left them as if dozing in embryonic thought, still others came with features conducive to movement, making them appear more endearingly alive as they powered up and off in search of excitement, an hour's diversion?no harm in that.
Intuition stopped short of determining whether or not any of the objects kept in contact with their makers via some kind of bond, perhaps a physical connection explicable through science, or else a spiritual affinity notoriously difficult for an outside party to understand. But the more I gave it thought the more it seemed to me believable. A silver line, a souvenir, a sieve of relation meaning to release something lovingly means always remaining tied to it. As to be somewhere completely means never having to leave. I thought to figure out how many presences collected around me at that moment.
Did they possess consciousness, would they cooperate.
Should I expect a new kind or the mundane damages. Start slow, be consistent, and your levels will increase.
I dreamt the will of manufacturers to produce goods was shed from those goods long after they were made.
All the windows overlooking a landfill or production site.
The more I gave it thought the more it seemed to me obvious. Also touching. Whoever built that warehouse across the way built it thinking someone would one day look at it in wonder. Also sorrow. To keep an endless store of that feeling. To make, to provide it. That I might turn my back on a building like that will have become unthinkable tomorrow, when my sympathy with most abandoned things is effectively cut from the budget.
I dreamt in increments of three, five, and eventually ten.
Not the way the objects at hand rubbed me but more the way those beyond me made me pang for them there.
I might even say the walls, the floors, the plush carpets unrolled on the floors and the furniture, the refrigerator and any item in it, nautical tchotchkes and the curtains clamped tight as August quahogs to optimize my output.
The shedding of the will, too, takes place incrementally across decades, late at night, the little shifting in a room's air profile comparable to a ghost's entrance if not quite equivalent. At work beyond the warehouse, everything else: droplets on navy felt, protection sensed in a system whose products had begun to forecast accurate wants. TIMOTHY DONNELLY
